The T rage die of Hamlet 

Haw. How long will a man lie i’th earth ere he rot ? 

Clow. Fayth ila be not rotten before a die, as we hauc many poo 
kie codes, that will fcarcc hold the laying in, a will laft you iom eyght 
yeere, ornineyeere. A Tanner will latt you nincycere. 

Ham. Why he more then another 5 

Clow. Why fir, his hide is fo tand with his trade , that a will keeps 
out water a great while ; & your water is a fore decaycr ofyour whor- 
fon dead body , heer’s a fcull now hath lyen you i’th earth 23 . yeeres. 
Ham. Whofewasit? 

Clow. A whorfon road fellowes it was, whofe do you think it was \ 
Ham. Nay I know not. 

Clow. A pefiilence on him for a roadde rogue, a pourd a flagon of 
R enifii on my head once ; this fame skull fir, was fir Toricks skull, the 
Kings Iefler. 

Ham. This ? 

Clow. Eeti that. , 

Earn Alas poorc TToricke , I knew him Horatio , a renew oi mhmtc 

ieft ofmoft excellent fancie, bee hath bore me onhisbackeathou. 

land times, and now how abhorred in my imagination it is: my gorge 
rifes at it. Heere hung thofe lyppes that I haue kill l know not howe 
oft, where be your gibes now ? your garobcles, y out fongs, yout Ha- 
flies of merriment, that were wont to fet the table on aroare, not one 
now to mockc your ownc grinning, quite chopfalne. Now get you 

to my Ladies table, & tell her, let her paint an inch thick? , to this b- 
uour flie mutt come, make her laugh at that. 

Prcthee Horatio tell me one thing. 

Hora. What’s that my Lord ? 1 • c n 

Ham. Dooll thou thinke Alexander lookt a this faflnon 1 ill eatb. 

Hora. Eenfo. 

Ham. And (melt fo pah. 

Hora. Een fo my Loro. . jtx/hvmavnot 

Ham. To what bafe vies wee mayreturne Horat. • ) . 

imagination trace the noble dull of Alexander; till a in PP 0 

abunghole? r , r 

Bor. Twere toconfider too cunoufly to conlidcr 10. 

Ham. No faith, not a iot,but.to follow him Jeiher^gJ 
enough, and likely hood to leade it. Alexander dyed, ^ !c .' 
buried , Alexander returneth to dull, the duttiscaiu, 0 > h( 

make Lome, 6c why of that Lome whereto he was conuerted, 



Prince of Denmark ? . 
jmpenous / - fQ kccpC ,l, c wind away. 

u p' ' he " orW ; n 

Buirofnbutfofc , h „ , 1, ./follow > 

rX'.ln<Bft.r s ? ffon,ecBaK ' 

Couch we a while and marke. 

Bam. Thafi Slavery noble youth, marke. 

As we haue warrants, her death was doubt u , 

And but that great commaund ore-fwayes the 

She {hould in ground vnfanftified been lod a d 

Till the laft trumpet : for char “ ablc P ^uL . 

Flints and nccblcs {hould be thrownc on her . 


‘Dott. Nomorebedoone. , 

We (hould prophane the fcruice o. the dead*. 

To fing a Requiem and fuchrcft to her 

As to peace-parted foules. 

Laer. Lay her i’th earth, 

And from her fairc and vnpollutedHcih 

May Violets fpring : I tell thee churlifh FriClt, 
fa nhnifiring Angen fhall my fitter be 
When thou Iyeft howling. 

Ham. What, the faire Ophelia-. 

Sluee. Sweets to the fwcet, farewell, 

Ihop’t thou fhould’tt haue been my Hamlets wile, 

1 thought thy bride- bed to hauc deekt fwcct tnai C< 
And not hauc ftrew’d thy grauc. 

Lier. O treble woe 



